

[image: ]

[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

My Unforgettable Rockstar (Flintlock and Steel Rock Romance, #2)

Prologue: Winning Nashville | Grey couldn’t believe his ears. “Fuck me, we won?” He stumbled as Beau leapt against him, cheering.

Chapter One: Better Man

Chapter Two: Love Me Like You Do

Chapter Three: Count on Me

Chapter Four: Back to You

Chapter Five: No Place

Chapter Six: Broken

Chapter Seven: My Girl

Chapter Eight: Just the Way You Are

Chapter Nine: Here Without You

Chapter Ten: Wake Up

Chapter Eleven: If Only You’d Stayed

Chapter Twelve: My Person

Chapter Thirteen: Brave

Chapter Fourteen: I Won’t Back Down

Chapter Fifteen: The Good Ones

Chapter Sixteen: Sex and Candy

Chapter Seventeen: He’s My Man

Chapter Eighteen: If You Only Knew

Chapter Nineteen: Seven Bridges Road

Chapter Twenty: In Case You Didn’t Know

Chapter Twenty-One: Family Portrait

Chapter Twenty-Two: All of Me

Chapter Twenty-Four: Everything I Do

Chapter Twenty-Five: Only You

Chapter Twenty-Six: Crazy Love

Chapter Twenty-Seven: Right by You

Chapter Twenty-Eight: I Loved Her First

Chapter Twenty-Nine: Bad Guy

Chapter Thirty: Behind Blue Eyes

Sign up for S L Hollister's Mailing List

Also By S L Hollister

About the Author

My Unforgettable Rockstar is a work of fiction. Some of the places are real but others are just the author’s imagination. All of the characters are unique creations invented by the author. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is unintended.

No part of this book can be copied in any form or used for monetary gains without express permission of the author. 

––––––––
[image: ]


COVER DESIGN BY S L Hollister

Background photo by SDL River Crafts 

Character purchased through Deposit Photos

Designed with Canva

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue: Winning Nashville

Grey couldn’t believe his ears. “Fuck me, we won?” He stumbled as Beau leapt against him, cheering. 
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The stage was suddenly overrun with Hunt family members. His Aunt Rose and his cousin, Ashley launched themselves into his arms shouting. “You won!” 

He nodded, his thoughts spinning as he realized he’d have to decline the professor’s offer to be his research assistant next year. 

“Promise me you’ll still get your master’s degree,” his aunt said studying his face. 

She knew what he was thinking. He couldn’t pursue academia if he was out on the road performing, but he could still work towards getting his degree. They’d promised if the band won the battle of the bands competition, they would put their all into becoming rockstars. “I never thought we’d win.” 
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Chapter One: Better Man
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“Senorita Morgan, there is a man here wanting to speak with you.” The earnest young police officer delivered the information in his officious tone standing at attention just inside the opening of her tent. 

Morgan Henries did not look up from the stack of papers she was sorting. Everything was damp and sticking together. It was an act of pure frustration to separate the sheets. It was her task to retrieve the important documents associated with her team’s study. Several months of research were destroyed in a few hours. The page tore as she tried to pull it from the one underneath. With a curse she thrust it onto the cot. Rubbing the bridge of her nose, she sighed and looked up to see the officer still waiting. 

Assigned to her by the dual governments involved in the cleanup, the police officer was only slightly older than her baby brother. But in the aftermath of the preventable tragedy, those in charge believed she needed a bodyguard. He was part translator, part protector, and despite herself, he was becoming her friend. Though she wasn’t sure if he could protect her from a fierce kitten, he’d been instrumental in navigating her through the sludge of bureaucracy created by the governments of two preening countries. It wasn’t enough to wade through the muck and mud left in the wake of the flood and landslide that covered the once beautiful countryside she and her crew had been documenting, no, she also had to tiptoe through the landmines of world politics and high finance. The handsome young officer was better suited to the diplomatic corp than to roughing it out in the field, and she much preferred the field. At least in the field, when you saw a snake, you were aware if it was venomous or not. Not the same in the world of politics. 

Weary of those seeking to use this tragedy to further their own agendas, Morgan shook her head, uninterested in giving them another moment of her time. She picked up a clipboard, running her finger down the list to check off another item. 

He cleared his throat. 

“What now?” she demanded. She didn’t think she had the brainpower or stamina to deal with one more bureaucrat. The assholes from Washington prioritized their image over the lives of the men and women destroyed by the recent disasters. Environmentalists and natives warned of the possibility of this type of devastation because of the continued deforestation, but even they had not expected the extent of this destruction. They’d learned firsthand the consequences, but neither government was accepting responsibility. Taking a deep breath, she fought back the tears that threatened. 

“He claims to be your husband.” 

“I don’t have a husband,” she said without thinking. The words were out of her mouth before she could call them back. She was still not used to the idea of being married. It was still so foreign to her. Besides, hadn’t they decided it wouldn’t work? Hadn’t he ended things? He had money and connections. Hell, his agent probably took care of it without him having to dirty his hands. But what if he didn’t? What if they were still husband and wife? She couldn’t think about that. There wasn’t time to lean on anyone else. She had a job to do — a very unpleasant job to do. Weeping in Grey’s arms wouldn’t make calling the families of the dead any easier. It wouldn’t erase the horror of the last few days. It wouldn’t bring back her crew.

The young officer nodded. “I thought as much. I will send him away. Funny, he reminds me of one of the Pirate guys in that band.” 

Grey had come. She wanted to call the officer back. The desire to run to Grey and let him make everything better was tempting, but she couldn’t give in to the weakness. Now was not a time to indulge in her own emotions. Her duty awaited, and she would deal with it. A tear slid down her muddy cheek. Losing Grey was just one more loss in a mountain of loss. So, why does this one hurt so much more? 
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Chapter Two: Love Me Like You Do
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“That was Flintlock and Steel, from their first album Teach’s Revenge. Does anyone know what is happening with the band? Where is T J Hart now? We have no one around who knows what is happening to our boys from Down East, not even their record label. The guys haven’t been seen much since Chase Hunt was chosen as one of America’s Sexiest Men. Is our favorite Pirate band breaking up? Stay tuned and see.” 

Grey stepped out of his rental car and slammed the door. “The fucking DJ,” he growled. Everyone was trying to make their ten minutes of fame off the blood and sweat of the band. They didn’t care if the Flintlock and Steel made it another year or crashed and burned. Hell, there were probably better ratings if they burned. He stood at the bow of the ferry, breathing in the salty sea air, allowing the breeze to blow away the tension. Not that it could. Everything wanted to irritate him. Damn that stubborn woman. It was all because of her. He leaned against the rail, thankful for a few minutes to catch his breath. 

The past few months had been one crazy thing after another. Ashley and Chandler’s engagement, Cy running back to North Carolina and learning he was a father, then Uncle John’s heart attack, and before he could process that, Morgan was nearly washed out to sea. She was out of harm’s way. He had to be satisfied with that. Well, he wasn’t. Yes, he was happy she was safe but damn her. The long journey had left him wound up and worn out. “I should have just flown over to the island,” he grumbled under his breath. He’d logged too many hours in the air. The ferry to Ocracoke had become his only option. It didn’t help his mood any that the trip had been futile. Morgan had refused to see him. Sending that little snot nosed police officer to shoo him away. “Fuck her!” he cursed under his breath as he paced the bow, searching his cell phone for a message from her or his cousin. No message. No cell service. “Fu-dge,” he changed his curse when he caught sight of a couple of small children. Heat burned his cheeks. Grey wasn’t that guy who ranted and raved in public. He nodded to their parents, embarrassed at being caught having a weak moment. Damn, that wasn’t the image he wanted people to remember. 

His meticulously crafted persona wasn’t just the result of years of dealing with the paparazzi. No, he’d developed his control way back in high school after becoming the kid who lost both of his parents. Singled out and treated with sympathy and sometimes even derision, he’d often reacted with anger. What was even worse was when people started avoiding him. He’s learned to control his emotions, keep his anger in check and not draw attention to himself, but his facade was crumbling. He licked his dry lips. He needed to hydrate. Traveling always made him thirsty. The ferry had several vending machines, surely one would have a bottle of water. 

Grey brushed past a man as he headed towards the second level lounge area. The boat hit a swell and the two men collided briefly. “Sorry, man, I don’t have my sea legs yet,” Grey said with a smile. 

“No problem,” the man muttered ducking his head and hurrying away. 

Grey frowned as he watched him scurry between cars until he disappeared. There was something familiar about the man, but he couldn’t place him. With his head already a whirl of emotions and regrets, the memory of the man wouldn’t surface. Shaking off the feeling of de ja vu, Grey squeezed through the parked vehicles until he found his rental. Had he left his glove compartment open? He frowned and pushed the door shut with a shrug. It wasn’t like there was anything in there. His laptop and carry-on bag were right on the back seat where anyone could see them. Not that a thief could get much for pawning either, but they would make more sense than anything in the rental car’s glove box. 

He pulled a bottle of water from the little cooler and made a mental note to pick up some more before traveling back to the mainland. “No local travels the ferry without packing water and snacks,” Aunt Rose informed him before leaving. He was glad he’d stopped by although facing them had been difficult. He sipped the icy water and rummaged through the bag his aunt had packed for a slice of her pound cake. 

“I’m sorry I don’t have anything sweeter,” she’d apologized. “Your uncle doesn’t need all that sugar.”

Grey had tried to reassure her that he preferred her pound cake to the iced confections she liked to make, but he was afraid his words had fallen on deaf ears. Uncle John adored sweets. How he’d managed to keep his body toned especially after settling into teaching was surprising. 

Uncle John had always appeared capable of doing anything. He didn’t resemble the nerdy professor he was supposed to be but put one in mind of a man of adventure. Like a burlier version of Indiana Jones. Witnessing the powerful man brought low by a heart attack made Grey face once again the fragility of life. Ashley was so upset with him for not being there for her while her father was on the operating table, but Grey was not capable of protecting her from the possibility of her father’s death, and he couldn’t deal with it. 

Both Rose and John forgave his absence, tiptoeing around his reason for not coming. It had been difficult seeing his uncle looking so pale and frail. John’s health was still in peril, but he was determined he would escort his daughter down the aisle. Aunt Rose reassured him he was getting stronger every day, but if that was what stronger looked like, Grey was glad he’d not seen him at his worst. They would travel to the island for the wedding and reception, but they wouldn’t stay more than a night or two, Rose told him. She was still wary of being too far away from John’s medical team in case of an emergency. Grey couldn’t blame her. It was another reason why he should have flown to the island, but he had a few pilot friends who lived nearby, he’d give them a call so if anything went wrong, they would already have a heads-up. 

He needed to keep busy. The inactivity of the almost three-hour ride from Cedar Island to Ocracoke was going to drive him mad. He wasn’t in constant motion like Beau and Cy, but idleness made one think, and right now, he didn’t like the path his thoughts were taking. He needed to stop thinking about his uncle and Morgan was off limits. He needed to focus on Ashley’s wedding. He had a speech to write for her and Chandler. As the best man, he was expected to give a speech and a toast, and he wasn’t sure what else since Ashley wasn’t speaking to him right now. Crap, this was going to be more difficult than he’d imagined. Ever since he’d failed to show up to the hospital when Uncle John first had his heart attack, Ashley had only communicated with him through her mother or Chandler. He was going to have to do some serious groveling to get her to forgive him, and hell, why should she? He left her to deal with her father’s illness alone. Okay, maybe she wasn’t alone, she had her mother and Chandler, but he should have been there. How could he explain to her that he was frozen in fear? Would it matter? No matter what his excuse, the result was the same. He was not there when she needed him. 

Grey found the bag lunch Aunt Rose had packed him and grabbed his computer. He would find a quiet place up in the lounge and work on his speech for the wedding. He was thankful the wedding had been postponed. He just hated the reason for it. He wished he could have talked to Uncle John about everything from his fears to his love life. He climbed the metal stairs up to the observation lounge. If anyone understood what he was feeling, it would be his uncle. He might have lost his father, but John had lost his brother and best friend. How could he be so selfish and fearful at losing John, when he wasn’t even his father, and how could he beg for understanding when he didn’t even understand himself. 

Even after months of therapy and weeks of delays, Grey was still dreading the wedding. It reminded him of his own screwed-up love life. But Ashley was more than his cousin. She was his first best friend, and she was marrying another of his closest friends. As close as he’d let anyone get. The damn therapist was in his head again. Why had he bothered to go to therapy? A damn lot of good it was doing saving his relationship with Morgan if she wouldn’t even acknowledge him. But he couldn’t worry about Morgan. This week, he was here for Ashley. Hopefully, she would forgive him at some point. 

Chandler had arranged for him to be part of the Croatan dig. Prior to losing Morgan, he had been anticipating his return to the island. He was looking forward to taking part in the excavation. He hoped the delay hadn’t cost him his chance. Grey missed academia. He missed learning and being a part of the past. The Croatan dig had ties to one of eastern North Carolina’s oldest legends, The Lost Colony. Although he dreaded facing Ashley, he was excited about being part of the dig. I could camp at the dig site until the wedding. Yet even as he was considering it, he doubted it would ever work. Despite his cowardice, he’d made promises to be a part of all the hoopla for his cousin and her fiancé’s wedding. He would face her like the coward he was.  He took a deep breath and continued to climb.

Restless and lost in misery, Grey ended up on the observation deck. He wandered over to the telescopes and as one became free, he inserted some coins in to have a look. He watched with curiosity and anticipation as the island eased into view. It was a blurry mass at first, but he rolled the dials until Ocracoke was in view. It was a special place and held many fond memories from his childhood despite his tendency to be ornery and contrary. He’d always enjoyed the unique way it blended the past and future together. One block might have condos and restaurants, while the next block only had cedars and sand dunes. Even with the magnification, he could only see sand and cedars and the indistinguishable blur of buildings in the background.

He’d not been to the islands since he and Ashley were teenagers, and her parents had brought them there for a summer of camping. The memories made him smile, and his mind traveled back, the years fading away, until he was once again at the beach with his aunt and uncle. Before his parents’ deaths, he’d spent his summers traveling, visiting family, and having family time with his aunt and uncle, but afterwards everything changed. He’d often resented the forced closeness Aunt Debra Rose insisted on. 

Despite his poor attitude, they’d spent several summers on the island. Perhaps it was because his aunt knew how much he loved it or maybe she was just hoping he’d finally mature and appreciate the time with them. He swallowed the lump in his throat. His uncle’s heart attack scare almost had him running for the hills. He just couldn’t live with another loss. His stomach churned. Morgan’s face popped into his memories, but he shut it down. He would not go there. She was out of harm’s way. She wanted nothing to do with him, but she was safe. His heart shredded with her loss. She was the one. He didn’t think he’d ever feel for anyone else the way he felt about Morgan. Even his uncle’s heart attack hadn’t scared him as badly as hearing the news about Morgan’s crew. The memories made him cringe. Could he have been more of an ass? He had a lot to make up for, in the past few years he’d come to realize it wasn’t pity that made his aunt and uncle take him in, but love. Love for his parents and love for him. He had a lot to make up for, not only with Morgan, but with his aunt and uncle, and with Ashley as well. He sighed. If he were being honest, he undoubtedly owed his bandmates an apology too.  

He shoved the memories of that failed relationship away as he watched a pod of dolphins swimming beside the ferry, frolicking and showing off for the tourists. Though enjoyable, the performance did little to ease the shadow of gloom. Morgan would love to see the dolphins playing, or were they porpoises? He could never remember. Turning away, he relinquished his telescope to a kid waiting his turn. “Look over there,” he said, pointing. “You can see the dolphins playing.” 

“Great, thanks.” 

He made his way back downstairs to the passenger cabin. He grabbed a soda from a vending machine and managed to snag a table he could use to write. He set up his laptop between bites of his sandwich. He was excited to sign into Wi-Fi. After connecting, he did a quick search of the dig. It was thrilling to see the years of work, research and planning coming to fruition. The news about the Croatan dig was sparse but positive. He expected academic criticism, or perhaps local commentary detailing the impact of this discovery on the Lost Colony myth, and effects on tourism. The man he’d seen earlier. Damn, what was his name. Grey was certain he was part of academia, maybe one of the professor’s colleagues. Where did he know him from? The memory teased at the edge of his mind. He chalked up his faulty memory to the recent stresses and opened his word file. 

He typed Ashley and Chandler and sighed. Nothing was coming to mind. He tried Chandler and Ashley, but his brain was empty. 

Hitting a few keys, Grey brought up the world news site and couldn’t resist looking for information about the South American providence that suffered the worst damage from the flooding and landslide. “The fact that there were survivors is truly a miracle,” one reporter said. Grey had to agree. The destruction had been massive. His hands shook as he flipped through photos and read the latest accounts. A picture of Morgan filled the screen. She appeared haggard and lost. His heart ached to hold her and make it better, as if he could. But she didn’t want him, and he had to respect her wishes. Was she out of danger? Was she back in the States? Though she was out of danger, he couldn’t forget those poor people who had lost everything. Some had lost not just their homes but their families. He shoved it away and closed the tab. He had to focus on the speech he was writing for Ashley and Chandler’s wedding. He was the best man, and he’d not even begun writing his speech. The band’s chaos, the implosion of his relationship with Morgan, and his uncle’s health scare had distracted him. He needed something other than the traditional lame speech. Ashley was expecting something poetic and life-altering. He doubted he was up for the challenge but if he ever wanted her forgiveness, he had to try. 

He typed a few words, then erased them. Started again. A photo memory popped up on his screen. It was one of him and Morgan in Vegas. His mind wandered to those hot Vegas nights spent with Morgan. “Amid the neon lights of Vegas, our spark ignited.” The words popped into his brain. He opened another file and jotted them down and saved them. “Okay, Meadows, pay attention, back to Ashley and Chandler.” 

“Two souls dancing on the edge of a dream. With every heartbeat, I fall more deeply in love with you.” Grey flipped back to the other screen and hurriedly typed them out. He stared at the words and shook his head. That was not what he’d intended to write. He needed a toast for Ashley, but the words on his heart were for Morgan, the woman who didn’t even want to acknowledge him as her husband. 

He tapped his fingers against the edge of the computer, tapping out a beat. Drumming had always helped him think. In college, he’d studied by beating on the drum and letting his mind wander through the material he’d learned. It put him in the zone. With no drums available, he had to be satisfied with just the soft sound of his fingers against the plastic. He moved to his jean-clad knee, and then the back of the seat in front of him. Tapping his foot in time to the music in his head. He penned the song’s lyrics and noted rhythmic elements in the margins. 

Everything had been perfect until it wasn’t. What went wrong? Where had he screwed up? They hadn’t been able to keep their hands off each other when they first arrived in Vegas. Did they just burn out? Was it always just a temporary fling? It didn’t feel temporary to him. He believed they were destined to be together forever. 

The engagement party had been a test of their restraint. They’d suffered through Ashley’s itinerary, wanting so badly just to be alone. From games night to the couples’ scavenger hunt, they’d hurried to perform their tasks and sneak off as soon as they could to spend time alone together. 

He scrolled through the photos, each one making him more determined to get her back. He couldn’t give up. These photos showed him what he already knew — they were in love. 

They’d gone kayaking down the Colorado River with the group just as Ashley had planned, but he’d arranged a tour of his own. He and Morgan had slipped away for a tour of the Emerald Cave. Their guide had taken their picture just before they’d left the cave. Touching the screen, he put his finger on her lips and imagined her kiss. He closed his eyes. The ache for her growing stronger. 

When he opened his eyes, another photo slid across his screen. This one was from their group ATV tour. The tour had allowed them to ride off alone for a romantic, if somewhat dusty, picnic he’d arranged with the help of the hotel staff and the tour company. He’d taken a selfie of the two of them biting into a strawberry. They’d both been sticky with juice, but her kiss had been even sweeter than the berries. 

Another photo flashed by one of the entire group just before they went up on the High Roller wheel. He’d arranged for separate observation compartments for Ashley and Chandler as their engagement gift, and another for himself and Morgan. It had been one of the most romantic evenings of his life looking out over the Vegas lights with Morgan leaning against him. He’d taken a photo of her looking out over the Vegas lights, a wistful look of longing and hope on her face. He was sure his own had looked the same. They’d finished the night in his suite sure they would have questions to answer the next morning, but no one had noticed their absence. 

He pulled up his photo files and flipped through the pictures, reliving the events and trying to pinpoint the moment everything had gone to shit. There was a photo of the group going to a show. Ashley had arranged for them to attend a Donny Osmond show. He’d considered begging off, but Morgan mentioned her mother’s teenage crush on the singer, so they went. He’d been surprised by how much he enjoyed the show. The dude was a grandfather, and he had more energy than a lot of guys half his age. Grey had to admit. It was better than he’d expected. “We should come back here and bring your mother,” he’d told Morgan as they walked behind the rest of the crowd. 

Morgan snorted and shook her head. “She wouldn’t come.”

“Didn’t you say he was her teenage crush?”

“Yeah, but if I’m here, she’d find some excuse not to come.”

Grey frowned. “You’re joking, right?” 

Morgan shrugged. “My parents didn’t even come to my college graduation, Grey. I don’t think we’re going to be hanging out and doing fun stuff together. Besides, my mother would never leave the restaurant.” 

He frowned. “Why? I don’t get it. Your folks were cool. I remember meeting them when we were kids.”

“Yeah, as long as I did what I was supposed to do, all was great. When I told them I was changing my major to journalism and cinematography, they refused to pay for my schooling or even attend my graduation.” 

Grey stared, surprised by this revelation. “I was aware you had to start work suddenly, but I thought things just got rough. Money was tight.” He shrugged but he could see the pain in her eyes. 

“Yeah, it’s real tight when your family abandons you.” She shook her head. 

He wrapped her hand in his and pulled her to his side. “I won’t abandon you,” he whispered against her hair. “There’s nothing you can do that would make me leave you.”

He cursed as his sandwich threatened to rise. He’d done just what her mother had done. His ultimatum had made her feel the same as she had at her parents’ disapproval. Closing his eyes at the painful memory, he envisioned her stricken face when he’d asked, no, demanded she quit her job. When she refused, he’d done just what her parents had done. He’d left her. What a selfish ass. No wonder she’d refused to see him when he went to South America. God. He pinched the bridge of his nose. His head was starting to ache. 

He closed his computer, having accomplished little except make himself crazy. He packed up and made his way back downstairs. With his computer stowed, he strolled toward the bow. He’d fucked up, and he didn’t know how to fix it. Morgan might not give him another chance, but he had to try. He needed to fix things between them. 

Grey returned to his car and waited to exit the ferry. You need to get your shit together. He needed to hit something. He pounded out a rhythm on his dashboard. To have companionship, you must offer some part of yourself. The therapist’s words haunted him. The guys called him the professor, but they should call him idiot. He’d pushed everyone away to keep from getting hurt only to hurt himself in the long run. How
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